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Fuckin’ groupies 

This was the last fuckin’ time he allowed himself to be bound to the bed like this. 

Last time. 

Kirk yanked on the chains uselessly, letting them rattle on mockingly. The room still held the smell of cheap, 


fruity perfume and most of the oxygen in the room had given way to the filthy scents of sex. He glanced at 


the clock on the nightstand and groaned. No one would be checking on him for several hours at least. 


Kirk sighed and tightened his fists unconsciously. 
He should've fuckin’ known. They're all fuckin’ nuts. 


Was there something about him that made people want to vent their domination fantasies on him? Did he send 


out a vibe of sorts? 

Jesus fuckin’ Christ 

But no more. 

The cuffs? Off to the trash can. 

Well.. maybe not just yet. But at least he won't be the one tied up next time. 
He sighed in frustration, glaring at his unfaltering erection. 

The fuck was he still hard about? 

shit" Kirk cursed, pissed off at his own stupidity. 

His gaze fell on the light-cream armchair across the room. 


There lay the precious pair of shining keys, resting peacefully on the soft fabric. Out of his reach. Damn out 
of it. 


His head dropped back against the wall. 


Chattering sounds from the hallway intensified and he almost started yelling again, but gave up with a grunt. 
Nobody heard him the first time either, so what was the point? 


A muffled voice he recognized mumbled something about taking in and then the doorknob to his room tanged 
and Kirk strained against the cuffs, expression softening in relief as he noticed a familiar curtain of blond hair 
slide inside. 

"James! Thank fuck." 


He had all the time in the world to explain that this was his room - later. 


"Slash!" A slurred voice responded, one arm up in the air in a greeting manner. The other one vaguely held on 


to a nearly empty whisky bottle as it scratched against the wall 


Kirk almost rolled his eyes. 
"IFs Kirk, Het. Now come on, you've gotta help me!" He pulled on the cuffs again 
"Hamlet!" James's face split in a drunken, dazzling grin "How are you doing, man?" 


"Could be better. C'mon, help me get outta these,’ He gestured with his head, slightly damp curls bouncing 
against his face. 


James strolled over to the bed as best as he could, lips sucked in and concentration written all over his face. 


He seemed very pleased with himself once he managed to get to his target without toppling over. 


"What's up, Hamlet?!" He dropped his ass at the foot of the bed and plastered his free hand to Kirk's calf, 


looking at him in expectation 

"The cuffs.. James?" Kirk raised his eyebrows, eyes gesturing in the right direction 

"Ooh!" 

There was something wicked in that exclamation and Kirk watched James drop the bottle to the plush 
carpeting, the remnants of something resembling a whisky slowly escaping the throat and spilling all over the 
rug. The singer rubbed his palms in apparent excitement. 

Kirk's gaze rose to James's face. 

"You happy to see me, Hamlet?" 

Kirk rolled his eyes. 

"As happy as I'll ever be, now James-- please, make yourself useful and go get the keys from the chair." He 
strained against his bindings, frustration emanating out of his pores along with the sweat trickling down his 


sternum. 


James raised both eyebrows over the bloodshot blue eyes and glanced over at the armchair, then back at 


Kirk. 
"Why." His eyebrows then scrunched up. "are you chained to the headboard?" 


"A groupie did it, James, now come on" His dark eyes danced with impatience. It had been at least half an hour 


since that bitch had left, he assumed. 


"Ohhh" 


Understanding. Finally. 

Then James giggled. 

Giggled 

Kirk recoiled. 

Then he shook the thought off. 

"James." 

"Wha-- oh yeah." 

He stood up carefully and wobbled over to the armchair, shoes leaving a brown trail on the almost immaculate 
white rug. James leaned against the chair's backrest and picked up the keys. Kirk bit his lip in anticipation, 
waiting for him to bring them over, but the other man studied them with concentration as they rested in his 
palm. 

"James." 

"What?" 

A blank expression greeted Kirk. 


" Right? 


He wobbled back to the bed, dangling the precious item in his hand, but just as he reached the footing, his leg 
stuck to the edge of the carpet and he toppled forward face first into the sheets. 


"James?" 

Kirk nudged his side with a knee, getting no response. 
"James!" 

A soft snore came muffled by the sheets. 


"Oh no you don't-- James!" Kirk kneed him in the ribs again, harder, but the singer only nuzzled into the 
sheets and flipped his head to the side, now facing the guitarist. 


"Fucker! Het, wake up!" 


Kirk growled in frustration, and then tried to reason with himself. 


There was no way James would be able to sleep with his legs dangling like that. It was too uncomfortable. Yes. 


He would jolt awake any time now. 
He frowned. 
Then again, it was James. 


He groaned and threw his head back, neck already suffering the position he had been in for some time now. 


Stiffening his shoulders, he tried to get some of the blood flowing into his arms. 

A moment later, he bit his lip and eyed the keys in James's hand. 

The farther hand. 

Glancing between the desired object and his own limbs, Kirk flipped one of his legs over the other one and over 
James's back, toes wiggling in an attempt to snatch at least a part of a key from beneath the fingers. The 
sheets slid beneath his foot but he didn't plan on giving up. 

A gasp of unpleasant realization left his lips as he realized his dick had fallen on James's cheek. 

"Dammit," he hissed. 

Dont wake up now, fucker. 


He had to grab the damn key. 


So he wiggled some more, trying to ignore the feeling of the cuffs cutting into his already sore wrists and 
then tried even harder to ignore the feeling of James's skin and hair rubbing against his dick. 


Fuckin’ Hetfield,” he cursed through his teeth, crooking his big toe under the key ring. ".0f absolutely. No. 


Fuckin’. Use." 
After a few more attempts, he groaned, exasperated. 


"Goddammit! Wake up, James," he murmured in vain, slumping back on the bed, both his leg and dick sliding off 


James. 


Taking a heavy breath, Kirk glared down at his sleeping bandmate and wiggled both numb cheeks uncomfortably. 
He eventually closed his eyes and resigned himself to his fate. 


But other than several dozing off episodes, sleep never came for Kirk. 


Once the first sunrays of the day peeped through the nearly transparent blinds, he gave up and unglued his 
starched eyelids, staring at the line where the opposite wall met the ceiling. 


He took a shallow breath. The lack of fresh air in the room induced a mild headache at this point and he didn't 
have the willpower to try and think any further, therefore potentially depriving himself of the precious 
remaining oxygen bubbles. 

James was still snoring softly, so he didn’t need to look at him at all. 

Granted, he had to pee. 

Granted, he had a morning wood. 


Granted, he was still handcuffed to the bedpost. 


Letting out a huff of renewed frustration, Kirk let his head loll down on its own, before spotting the image 
before his eyes. 


James was out cold, face slack and lips parted as he drooled on the sheets for all he was worth. Upper part of 


Kirk's persistent fucker of a dick was unobtrusively resting on James's cheek - again 


He closed his eyes to gather up patience, and then tried pulling his hips away, but an arm around his thighs 
stopped him. 


Great. Now he was James's teddy bear. 
Wiggling didn't help. Tugging didn't help either. 


Apparently somewhere during the night, James had switched drunk passed-out kind for regular winter-bear 


sleep, and now every time Kirk tried to pull back, the arm around his body tightened by instinct. 

This wasn't fuckin’ happening 

Kirk inhaled and closed his eyes, trying to mentally take his erection down, so that when James woke and 
decided to smash a chair against his head, he might have a reason less for it. Or he might choose something 


lighter, like the phone-receiver from the nightstand. 


But the more Kirk thought about it, the more persistent his boner got. 


The thought of being trapped like this didn't fuckin’ turn him on. 
Fuck no. 

The thought of getting his ass kicked didn't either. 

And he'd grown out of embarrassment boners back in his teens. 
So why the fuck-- 

Why the fuck dd he almost shriek when James obliviously nuzzled the sheets - and his ack?! 
Oh God 

He closed his eyes, head turning away. 

hcest, vomit, rats, gant spiders, naked grannies, ugly fat bikers. 
Shit 

Not James. 

Not James's mouth. 

So fuckin close. 

Fuck Shit 

„Dammit 


Kirk took a deep breath and watched in absolute horror as a drop of pearly white liquid bubbled out of the tip 


of his cock, then made its way to James's cheek. 

He knew where it was headed. 

Fuck no. 

Heart hammering and deafening him to all other sounds, Kirk gathered all the strength he found and yanked his 
hips away as hard as he could, snapping his dick away from its preferred place and stirring up James in the 


process. 


"Go the fuck away!" James grumbled as if he had it taped as a default morning greeting, and finally - finally - 
released Kirk's legs. 


"Wake up, Het!" Kirk exclaimed, panting slightly from his efforts but immensely glad he was about to be 
through with the whole thing. He didn't feel his arms and ass at this point and he was getting dizzy and 
exhausted without all the basic needs. 


"The fuck are you yelling for?" James rolled to his back and rubbed his squinting eyes, hangover written all 


over him. 
Kirk sucked in his lips and counted to ten. 
"Wake. Up. James." He nudged his side with a knee as he spoke. "I've waited long enough for you." 


The singer grimaced and grumbled his way to a sitting position, rubbing his face with both palms and Kirk 


almost cringed with guilt. His traitorous pre-cum drop was being smeared into the skin of James's cheek. 


"Uh--" He shook the thought off and was quick to stop any premature assumptions the confused and enraged 
expression on the other man's face indicated. 


"Its not what it looks like." 


"Looks like fuckin’ nothing to me," James growled and stood up from the bed, searching for something to put 


on. 
"Would you please untie me first?" Kirk rattled the cuffs. 

James scowled and gestured impatiently with both hands. 

"Why the fuck are you tied up?" 

"A groupie did it to me last night and--" 

"Last night? Why the fuck did she tie you up in my bed?! And why didn't | kick both of your asses?" 
Patience 

"My room, James." He waited for the singer to look around and soak in the knowledge. 

"You stumbled in here last night, drunk off your pale ass, and dropped wasted on my bed" 

Kirk inhaled softly at this point. 


"So | had to stay like this all night” 


James looked lost for a couple more seconds before he ran a hand through his wild blond strands. 

"Fuck. | wasn't aware.." He glanced around, and then asked Kirk: "Where are the keys?" 

"In the arm-- no, wait." He frowned. "You had them" 

James turned back from his scouting and looked at his bandmate in confusion. 

"I had them? Why--?" He gestured instead of finishing the sentence, watching Kirk's mouth open and close. 


"| managed to summon enough of your sanity to get you to pick them up, but then you stumbled on the rug 
and fell to the bed" He had an awkward expression on “The rest is history, | guess." 


James's cheeks seemed to have darkened a bit at this point. 
"Wow, um." He cleared his throat and picked up one of the pillows from the bed. "Well, let's find them." 
Kirk nodded, then inhaled softly and let his head rest on the wall, eyes drifting closed in exhaustion 


James patted his way across the sheets, feeling for any anomaly in the soft, wrinkled surface. He lifted the 
top cover, then dropped it down once his quest turned out fruitless. 


"How did you manage to get yourself in those things, anyway?" James asked with a hint of amusement in his 


Voice. 
Kirk opened his eyes and watched the sun rise slowly over the window ledge. 


"My fault, | guess. She seemed really excited about the prospect and | gave in" He shrugged awkwardly, the 
cuffs rattling. "She was supposed to be the one tied up." 


Kirk smiled, and James returned the gesture. He then crouched by the bed to look for the missing item. 

"| thought she would finish the job," Kirk added, brow wrinkling for a mere second and head ungluing from the 
wall. "But | guess telling her friends about how she fucked up that kid playing the guitar for Metallica seemed 
more interesting." 

There was no bitterness to Kirk's tone; it actually almost sounded like he was indifferent about it. 

James blindly sought the keys under the bed and pulled them out, showing them to the guitarist. 

"She's stupid,” He concluded simply, sitting on the edge of the bed and searching for the tiny hole on one of the 


cuffs, then inserting the key into it. Flicking the single strand open, he released Kirk's hand, leaning over him to 


reach the other one. 


Kirk grimaced and flexed his wrist, whole arm pulsing with half-numb sensations. 


"| would've definitely finished it" James said hoarsely, unlocking the other cuff and letting the trapped arm 


free. 
Kirk glanced up at him, rubbing the newly released wrist. James's face was obscured by his long hair and he 
rose from his bent position, placing the keys and the handcuffs on the nightstand. Apparently, he felt Kirk's 


gaze boring into his temple so he looked up, meeting big brown eyes. 


Kirk observed his dull morning expression for a few more moments, for the first time taking notice of the 
small freckles on the upper parts of James's cheeks. He then suddenly jolted off the bed with a hiss. 


"Fuck! Gotta pee," He murmured and disappeared into the bathroom, kicking the door closed behind him. 
Plastering his back and legs to the cool wood, Kirk blinked for a few seconds, glancing at the opposite wall, and 
then at his red-striped wrists. His heart hammered in his chest, so he scrambled over to the toilet cup, 


assured that it would go away once his inner fluids were released. 


Absentmindedly flushing down the acids sometime later, Kirk bit his lip and opened the door, stepping out with 


reluctant determination He looked around the chilled room. 


James was already gone. 


